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I don't know who, if anyone, is conducting a community oral history project of queer Latinos in Los Angeles, or in New York, or anywhere else for that matter. Because they matterbecause that in the least is the most basic assumption we must make when we commit to this difficult work of historicizing life and death, while we talk with the living, and conjure through memory their relations with those gone. Community history matters, for most of the reasons we may not realize when we begin our work.
Ironically, death and loss in community oral history projects allow others to come alive: in the voids left behind by the missing, the living take their place, often with fear, often with pride and determination to speak on their behalf, to re-place in history. And this is when I return to El Salvador, to my country, before coming out as gay man, to nearly four decades before my birth, to the untold stories of my people's massacre of 1932, when roughly 30,000 died in a matter of days, and when the washing away of history, like that of their blood, was most efficacious. So little has been said about la matanza, and especially about those disappeared from my country's national memory.2 That project is also late; I know it. My aging, eightyfour-year-old father tells me and my mother of the conversations he overheard in the countryside, at age 15; his uncle was Because memory is about history and history is about survival-mine, my family's, my community's, my peoples'-I know that I will never stray too far from oral history as a method and as a practice, as much as I may want to deny it. Beginning to reach closure for my first community history project compels me to tell my friends to remind me never to do another one again, not because I hate it, but precisely because of the love and the energy it demands. I have aged while conducting it, I have often cried, feeling overwhelmed and incapable, at once proud of the naivete required to commit to so much so early on, not entirely considering the repercussions, not understanding its potential. I am glad I committed to the memory of life and death in oral history, but I know I am more tired. Just as through other creative practices, to produce in oral history has required emotional energy, it has required a piece of my life, nothing less than what narrators agreed to when the audiotape began to roll.
